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Editor's Thingamabob: 


Let me tell you a story. 

After a few years of floating in and out of reality, G.M., the man behind 
such abominations as a publishing company and band both under the same name, 
A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. I.t.'s. N.o.t. J.u.s.t. A. W.o.r.d. A.n.y.m.o.r., choose to start a new 
publication. 

Yes folks, the rumors are true. Bob's Imagination , Bob's Annex, and 
A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. I.t.'s. N.o.t. J.u.s.t. A. W.o.r.d. A.n.y.m.o.r. were still not enough. 
His fevered mind working in cooperation with a seemingly endless caffeine and 

nicotine supply produced yet another piece of literature. One with even more 
ingenuity than the others. 

It's name is Trauma . I am G.M. 

Here's the deals 

There is no theme (regardless of what the magazine's title implies). There 
are no restrictions. No required style, genre, or expected content. If you 
submit quality material, we'll print it. 

All submissions should be sent to any one of the addressed below. 

And may I point out that your criticism (in the form of a letter) is not 
only longed for, it's requested! 

Hope you enjoy your trip through our traumatized minds. 

We did... sort of. 

Thanks for listening, and I am outta here! 

—G.M. 

GM. 


jtjfil G.M.: editor/publisher/president of A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. Publishing/Art Director, 
Rhonda Turnquist; assistant editor 

Trauma is by A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. Publishing and is distributed by A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. Publishing. For Subscription information and a catalog 
of A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. Publications send a SASE to 78845 Thornton Lane Cottage Grove OR 97424 orP.O. Box 18582 Eugene OR 97448 (C) 1994 
A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. Publishing All rights reserved. Entire contents copyrighted. Nothing may be reproduced in whole or in part without 
written permission from the publisher. Any similarity between places or persons mentioned in the fiction and real places or persons 
living or dead is coincidental. Letters sent to Trauma or its editor become the property of the magazine. 

Printed in the U.S.A. 
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Under the Freeway 

by Melissa Cooper 

"If we hurry, maybe we can make it to the bottom of your hill before Jake 
gets there. Maybe he'd give us a ride up." 

"Fat chance," I said. My brother Jake would not stop for us. Kelly knew 
this as well as I did. 

"I know, but a girl can't help dreaming." 

"Dreaming that my idiot brother would give you a ride in his crappy car?” 

"No." Kelly looked sideways at me. "Dreaming of not having to climb that 

hill." 

We laughed and crossed the street. Just as we stepped onto the sidewalk 
a truck rumbled overhead on the freeway overpass. 

"God, I hate when those things squeak," Kelly said pointing at the support 
beams of the overpass. 

"Wouldn't you hate it even more if..." 

Before I could finish, Kelly jumped back screaming. Something had tumbled 
into our path from the shadows of the underpass. Without bothering to ask, I 
screamed also. I grabbed her arm and looked past her. 

On the sidewalk in front of us, an odd young man knelt awkwardly—half 
resting, half ready to pounce. 

"Caleb! You idiot! You scared us half to death," I yelled at him. He 
cocked his head at me as if he didn't understand my words. His reddish hair 
fell in dirty curls over his face and he wasn't wearing his glasses. 

"Is he stoned, or what?" I whispered in Kelly's ear. She shook me off and 
stepped toward him. 

"Caleb? Are you all right?" she asked him quietly. He regarded her 
intently. 

"Kelly.” I reached for her arm. "We don't know what he's on. He might 
be...weird." Kelly ignored me and took another step toward Caleb, who was still 
crouched on the sidewalk. 

"Caleb..." 

He suddenly lunged forward and grabbed Kelly's arm. No one screamed 
this time, but Kelly gasped as he twisted her arm behind her. 

I calmly regarded the situation before me. My best friend was white as 
a sheet, being held roughly by an insane, but supposedly harmless, guy of our 
acquaintance. 

"Caleb," I said gently. "Let Kelly go. Let her go, Caleb. Please." He 
glared at me with such fierceness that I recoiled. 

Not really knowing what I was doing, I stepped toward them. Caleb had 
Kelly pulled against his bony chest; his thin white arm was wrapped tightly 
around her neck. Her eyes were wide with fear but gave me no clue as to what 
I should do. I took another tentative step toward them, and he roughly pulled 
Kelly several steps back with him. 
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"Caleb, you don't want to hurt Kelly. She's your friend. She likes you. 
You like her. Caleb. Caleb, are you hearing any of this?" I extended my arm 
to him. "Caleb, let Kelly go." 

"No." A sudden cold wind swept across my face. Four young men stood 
together in the middle of the street. They were dressed in black coats and wore 
sun glasses. In my astonishment, all I could think was that they were too 
cliched—the tough poses, the black leather, the sunglasses. 

"No, I think we'll keep the girl." The tallest figure stepped forward from 
the shadows. The other three somehow managed to move forward as well, yet 
stay respectfully behind their leader. "Caleb, my boy. Do you have a little gift 
to share with your brothers?" 

Caleb was smiling insanely at the man. He inched toward them while Kelly 
struggled and kicked. He had his hand clamped over her mouth. I don't know 
why I didn't scream, but it seemed obvious that Kelly wanted to. She was able 
to bite Caleb's hand, but he seemed not to notice. I could see a small trickle of 
blood run down Kelly's neck from his hand. 

"Stop!" I finally yelled. I could not move. My limbs were frozen and my 
mind numbed. How could this be happening? Who were these people? Kelly. 
They couldn't hurt Kelly. And Caleb. Sweet, agreeable, if somewhat odd, Caleb. 

My gaze was drawn to the shortest of the four men in black. He was 
familiar. I knew him. I wasn't sure how, or why, but I knew him. He looked 
in my direction and then quickly away. He pulled his collar further around his 
face and adjusted his dark glasses. "Think. Think. Who is he? What do 

they want with Kelly?" I racked my brain, but nothing made sense. 

Caleb was having trouble with Kelly. She had nearly struggled from his 
grasp. The headman watched patiently, apparently confident that Caleb could 
handle her. 

"Don't do this. Leave her alone. Go away." I could not raise my voice 
and I was still frozen to the spot. Some sort of pressure seemed to be crushing 
me. "Stop!" I screamed at the top of my lungs and lurched forward. 

"Caleb, you are failing," the man said gravely. Caleb was still struggling 
with Kelly, but he turned to stare wide-eyed at the man. He shook his head, and 
at the moment, I lunged again and caught his arm. Digging my fingernails into 
his flesh, I watched his blood ooze across the white skin. This time, he noticed. 

Caleb howled in rage and flung Kelly away. I rushed to her and started 
pulling her up from the pavement. She seemed to be in shock, but given my 
own state, I could not complain. I knew we should be running like hell, but we 
could not. I knew that we were no longer in danger. Caleb was no longer 
interested in us and neither were the men in black. In fact, they seemed not 
even to notice us anymore. 

I was cautiously moving toward the sidewalk with Kelly when it hit me. 
"David," I whispered. Kelly looked at me questioningly, but the short one's 
fearful look captured all my attention. He stared at me with such terror that I 
almost felt sorry for him._ 
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Whatever exchange had occurred between Caleb and the tall man was 
apparently over. And just as apparent was that Caleb was on the losing side. 
The tall man looked over Caleb in disgust. With A sneer of superiority, the man 
turned on his heel and his long coat billowed obligingly. 

The small opera we were witnessing turned action flick as two of the men 
suddenly tackled Caleb and began beating him. He seemed to offer little 
resistance. The short one stood by, seemingly at war with himself. First he 
watched the beating dispassionately, then turned away, apparently sickened. 

"Come!" bellowed the tall man from his vantage point on the bank leading 
up to the freeway level. The two thugs reluctantly heaved Caleb aside and 
straightened their coats. One spat over his shoulder at Caleb. They followed 
the bank. 

The short one turned to look at Caleb. I could see his face clearly as he 
moved out of the shadows and toward the edge of the overpass. He was not 
looking at us; he had eyes only for Caleb. I knew who he was, but he did not 
seem to care. He took a step toward Caleb, but the tall man turned and called 
him back. 

I had honestly thought they forgot we were there, but after the first three 
men were out of sight, and the fourth was nearly to the crest of the bank, he 
turned and stared into my eyes. Even from that distance, I could feel his eyes 
pounding into mine. 

"Take care of Caleb. Do not let them have him." From across the road, 
with trucks roaring overhead, I heard him whisper this. I did not understand 
or respond, but I heard his whisper. He turned so quickly that he seemed to 
disappear. 

For the first time, I realized that Kelly was no longer at my side. She was 
kneeling beside Caleb, who was laying sprawled in the middle of the road. He 
seemed unconscious, or very nearly so. 

"Caleb,” she said softly. He did not respond, but moaned involuntarily and 
rolled onto his side. "Caleb, can you hear me?" Kelly gently lifted Caleb's head 
and pulled him across her lap. 

"Kelly! What on earth are you doing?” I asked. "He tried to...well, he was 
trying to take you. Kidnap you, or something. And those guys, he's involved 
with those guys.” 

"Jessie. He's hurt." Kelly carefully brushed his hair away from his face 
with her fingers. "He needs help. You heard what that guy said." 

I started to protest, but a sudden, loud groan from Caleb, dissuaded me. 
He was in pretty bad shape. I could see barely healed cuts and bruises beneath 
the fresh ones. Kelly took one of his hands in hers and began murmuring 
soothingly. 

"Caleb, are you all right?" Kelly had dug a tissue from her pocket and 
cleaned most of the blood off his face. He shifted slightly and grimaced in pain. 

"Drink," he whispered. Looking around, I spied our school bags sitting 
on the sidewalk. I went to mine and got the bottle of water I always carried. 
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"Here," I said awkwardly. Kelly helped him tip the bottle to his lips. His 
lips were cracked and his whole person seemed in general disrepair. 

When he finished drinking, he slowly opened his eyes. The whites of his 
eyes were blood-shot, but the brown irises reflected Caleb's normal persona— 
warm and quirky. He looked about as 11 he had no idea what he was doing in 
this situation. 

"What have you got to say for yourself?" I concentrated on his eyes, to 
avoid looking at the quickly forming bruises on his face. 

"What happened?" He started to raise his hand to his head, only to realize 
Kelly was still holding it. 

"You mean to tell me you don't remember?" I eyes him suspiciously. 

"I don't think he does," Kelly said to me as she helped him sit up. 
"What's the last thing you remember?" 

"I was sitting up on the freeway shoulder, trying to hitch a ride. My 
parents threw me out again." At my startled glance, he explained, "It's a cycle. 
About every three months they throw me out and say they never want to see me 
again. I was going to a friend's to wait it out." 

"That's terrible," Kelly murmured. 

"Is that all you remember?" I asked with a twinge of skepticism. 

He twisted his mouth in concentration. "Yes. I was sitting there thumbing 
for a ride an..." 

"And what?" 

"And then David was suddenly sitting beside me.” 

"David Sanders?" I knew that was him. I knew it. "I thought you two 
avoided each other like the plague." 

"Well, we do, did. He came up to me with some story of how he was sorry 
about our fight, and he had some great thing he wanted to share with me. He 
leaned over to whisper in my ear and that's the last thing I remember." 

We sat silent in the gathering dark under the overpass. I didn't know 
whether to believe him or not. Caleb seemed unsure whether he believed 
himself—he kept nodding his head and mouthing the story to himself. Kelly was 
thoughtfully twisting the bloody tissue in her hand. A chip truck rumbled 
overhead and a fine shower of saw dust drifted down to the street. 

"Who were they? What did they want? Aren't those the eternal 
questions?" Caleb sounded much more like his normal self. 

Kelly nodded at his words, but I turned sharply to him. "They? How do 
you know there was more than one? I thought you didn't remember." My voice 
was heavy with accusation, but I didn't care. 

"David said 'they'," Caleb innocently met my eyes. 

" They . They were terrible. They wanted Kelly. They had some sort of 
control over you, and me." 

"I honestly don't know anything else," he said bewilderedly. 

His face was so pitiful and with the despair in his voice, I couldn't stand 
to look at him. I stared blankly off down the road. About a quarter mile away 
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I saw a green sedan heading in this direction. The sedan pulled up to a stop 
sign. 

A faint rustling pulled my attention to the steep embankment behind Caleb. 
In the shady undergrowth I could make out numerous shadows creeping down the 
bank. Black boots and long coat materialized, and the thin beam of sun that 
penetrated the dense vegetation glanced off a pair of dark glasses. 


"Kelly..." I grabbed for her arm. She followed my gaze and froze. I rose 
slowly and retrieved our bags. Kelly pulled Caleb to his feet. 

The tall man gestured in our direction. Kelly and I caught Caleb by the 
elbows. Suddenly the green sedan pulled up beside us. 

"Want a ride?" asked my brother Jake. 


untitled 
by Tim Russell 

Hello little one. Do you know who I am? Should you? What have you 

done in your short miserable existence to have met me? Well you are here now 

and you are not going to spend any time away. Why you ask? It is payment. 

And you should pay. You are responsible for all the pain you will ever see 

again. And that's all you'll see. Pain. The pain you have caused to the world. 
It was all caused by you. Watch. You will see what you did and how you are 
responsible for pain. And pain is all you will ever feel. Not torture. That is 
much too easy to deal with. I mean pain, beyond physical, beyond your mental 
power, because that puny brain of yours is not large enough to comprehend what 
I have prepared for you. And I have prepared long. Time Is a lie compared to 
how long I've waited for you. A lie is a long time to wait. Oh, How I've thought 
about you. And making you know what it is like to be me. I am pain. I am 
suffering. You will see. I see you denying what I accuse you of. You cry, "I 
am but only one being among many. I have been one man, never more. You 
must be wrong.” No little one. You are the one I seek. You see, you are all 
the same and have always been the same. Writhing abominations not worthy of 
sentience. And you call your simple blitherings sentience. Ha! You can think 
of nothing above what you perceive. What you perceive is yourself. And 
nothing more. Do you know what I perceive in front of me. Nothing. You are 
nothing. But you will soon be something. You will be all the pain you have 
caused. All the pain I have felt. Now you, the cause, will feel your consciences. 
And do you know what you are. You, and the rest of the slime you are akin to? 
You are a pitiful creation that was always destined for this end. You are 
humanity. __ 
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Blissfully Ignorant 

by Nile Longstrom 

More conversation is unfair 

Though contemplation leads me to despair 

Contorted lusts lay siege to my conscious 

Should I bow knee for the gift of your forgiveness? 

False sympathy suits you well 

A focus point where my emotions dwell. 

In my dreams I will restore you, blissfully unaware 
In my life I need abhor you unseeming just to care 

Chorus 

Wrought from hatred, forged in fear 
dispelling Salvation to feel you near 
My quest for justification left to die 
realization creeps over me. I need not know why 

unfounded claims seethe through the night 
justice left unserved while I seek flight 
I will no longer run from what I must be 
Twisted far through Irony, he who decides is me 

Chorus 

Calling my dreams before my magistrate 
their council to a world of hate 
the judgement down the sentence passed 
Blissfully Ignorant. Compensation at last 


The Mighty Pirate 
by Kyle Rich 

Merv wasn't having a very good day. His alarm clock got unplugged, his 
oatmeal was too lumpy, and he was half way to school before he realized, hey, 
it was Saturday. 

The day would have been a complete and total loss if Merv hadn't got hit 
by the zooming car. Now your probably wondering why on earth this is a good 
thing. Well, stop wondering! You'll just have to wait and see what happens! 
I mean hey, he wasn't really hurt. Merv just had a little trouble finding his 
bearings, and one of his legs. 

When he got his bearings (and found his leg) he realized two things. A— 
he was in immense pain and bleeding very badly. 2—There was a hospital to his 
immediate left. He made a strong effort to get to the hospital but he was left 
short, about 30 yards short. Then by total coinc idence (or the fact that he was 
letters before re and do m, as in disaster. will you sing me a song of acid? 


Nifty. 











blocking traffic) a little girl got out of a car and helped him to the hospital” 
After finding a nurse and tipping the girl, he was seen by a doctor. After an 
hour of examination the doctor came to a startling conclusion. "Well sir, your leg 
is missing," he explained. Merv, astonished by the doctors brilliant deductive 
abilities, began a lengthy rehabilitation process using a pegged leg. 

After being released, Merv couldn't decide what he would do with his life 
now that he had a pegged leg. He dismissed football and soccer right away. A 
stuntman didn't seem to promising either. Then he got it! It hit him like a 
rock! (actually, it was a rock, thrown by a boy across the street, but that's not 
the point.) He would become a Pirate superhero! He already had a pegged leg, 
all he needed was an eyepatch, hat, and suit and he was set. 

He went to the Pirates-R-Us down the street and purchased these items. 
The Mighty Pirate, as he was known, is our world's newest (and slowest) 
superhero. (I told you it would work out.) 

Stay tuned for more adventures from The Mighty Pirate! 


Concert in the Park by NAB 
the grass fills up 

baskets, blankets, babies, and bodies 

green turns white, brown, red, yellow 

everyone is excited 

the suns high 

its hot. Children cry 

Then . . . 

the stage squeaks 

its the bass warming up 

Some other band birds flutter in 

and start to squawk 

things are happening 

And . . . 

Suddenly the squeal of amps 
like a hornet swarm 
and Rock Shatters 
the afternoons rainbow glass. 



Every day I learn on fake wood. 

I am bombarded with commercialism. 
Surrounded by stupidity. 

No wonder I'm sick. 

Angry teenage youth I am. 

Wanting my freedom 

but wrapped in power struggles. 

It is impossible to escape. 

I retreat into my mind and I find 
only hostility and resentment. 

— Emily Leach 



The LaMjhter by Austin Rich As I was perched, pondering whys and hows calmly, rationally, and with quiet fluidness, It began to 
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"It Came Upon A Midnight Clear..." 

by Austin Rich 

The empty field just outside of town sat, lifeless, unlike the night that no 
one could forget. It started the night, when that comet came. Hally's I do 
believe. And everyone decided to watch the comet from the field. And when I 
say everyone, I mean everyone. Even old man Judd, who lives in that mansion 
on the hill came to watch the show. And boy, oh boy was it a show. In all my 
years I have never seen such a show. The comet was bright, and even though 
it wasn't that big, no one could mistake it for another heavenly body. I don't 
think anyone didn't like the show. Not even Pa. 

That night there was a light breeze that we could feel regardless of what 
we were wearing. If we sat down in the grass, like most people did, and looked 
up in the sky, we could smell the plantlife. If we closed our eyes, we could 
imagine it was summer out instead of early fall. The field looked unlike anything 
I remember. It was a place of wonder and enjoyment. 

As we all left the field, at relatively the same time, we all remarked on the 
sight we had seen, almost felt, and smelt that night. We would listen, and hear 
the pure tranquility of the field, and we were satisfied with that evening's 
events. 

But that all changed. 

We heard a high-pitched buzz, the kind that a T.V. makes when it is on, 
but the sound is all the way down. The light breeze picked up and became a 
steady wind as the grass in the field all blew in one direction, almost at 
fortyfive degree angles. The light we saw was so bright, colorful, and intense 
we almost had to shield out eyes. 

As we went back to the field, we looked up, and saw something, a circle, 
about thirty yards in diameter. The light we saw came from all about the circle, 
and we could tell it was getting closer. Most of the people left the field in fear, 
but I stayed. 

The circle reached fifteen feet above the ground, and we could now tell it 
was some kind of craft. Something opened below the craft, and legs came out, 
and then the craft lowered and filled the fifteen foot gap. 

From the side of the craft, a door opened and a humanoid creature stepped 
out and looked around. He was taller than all of us, and his facial features 
seemed more real than any I have seen. The extra arms near his stomach held 
a creased piece of paper, or something that resembled paper, out in front of 
himself. He peered at it, while one of his other arms scratched his head full of 
purple hair, and the other plucked out his eyes, one at a time, until he had 
removed, polished, and replaced all four. His mouth, that was upside down, 
smiled, which meant that he was really frowning. He looked back at the craft, 
and a window opened from someplace, and another, different creature popped his 
head out. They conversed for a few minutes, in some dialect I didn't recognize, 
and finally the one with the creased piece of paper came up to me, looked at me, 

simplistic existence, I peer inside, watching It, viewing Its growth and expansion while It encompasses all. It increases with 
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and posed a question. __ _ 

"Is this Beta Arland II?” 

I don't know how, but I understood what he was saying. 

"Huh?” I replied. 

"Where the hell are we?" he growled angrily. 

"Uh." 

Rolling two of his eyes, and glaring with the others, he said "V/hat planet 
is this?" very, very slowly. 

"Uh, Earth?" was all I could say. 

"Damn!" he yelled, and then yelled at his friend while he stomped off 
toward the craft. I'm not exactly sure, but I think he said "We're on the hell¬ 
hole, backward planet whose inhabitants don't even know the mass/energy 
relation theory." 

The creature with the creased paper continued to yell while he folded the 
creased paper, and kicked a nearby rock, a large rock I might add, all the way 
to the nearby trees, until he was in the craft. It took off at an incredibly fast 
speed, and was out of sight in seconds. 

The field is now empty, and few people venture near it now. But no one 
will ever forget that night. No one. 


finis 


He Thrusts His Fists Against The Post and Still Insists He Sees The Ghost 

By Karly Rich 


He thrusts his fists 
Everyone insists. 

The post is where 
He sees the ghost. 

Run into the post 
Unreal are the ghosts. 

Sees the ghost 

Thrusts his posts 

Still insisting he sees the ghost. 


He sees the ghost 
Insists the post. 
Seeing is believing 


incalculable slowness, causing deterioration and destruction, leaving nothing in Its path. Afterward, when Its job is accomplished, 
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Fists the deceiving. 

Insists the ghosts 
See the posts 
Thrusts the ghost. 

And still insists 
Ghosts and still insists 
Insists... Insists. 

Not the post 
Sees the ghost. 

The ghost... 

The post... 

He sees the ghost 
Eating the post. 

Posts the ghost 
On it he boasts 
See the ghost! 

The ghost! The ghost... 

Against the fists 
No more does he insist. 
Dying is the ghost 

Still insisting on the post. 
Thrusting and posting 
Insisting and ghosting. 
Laying against the post 
lying about the ghost. 

Insist on 
No posts 
See no ghosts. 

I see the posts, I 
See the ghosts. 

Thrust the fist 
So you can insist that 



HeThrustsHisFistAgainstThePostAndStilllnsistsHeSeesTheGhost. 
Each of the ghosts 


I peek back, and examine what remains. And there is nothing. Zero. Nil. An immense black void, infinite in thought, and yet 
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Still sees the posts. 

Every fist and 
Each insists 
See the ghost 

The ghost... the ghost... 

He thrusts his fists 
Every time he insists. 

Ghosting, posting. 

He still insists and thrusts his fists. 

On the ghost 

Sees the posts 

The posts... the posts... 


Night's Whisper 
by Becky Munsell 

The cold of the autumn evening lay in a damp blanket of fog over the city 
street. The clomping of her boot heels echoed through the night. The dark, 
chill, dank stung her nose as she breathed. 

Her figure was tall and thin, draped in a black wool coat that hung nearly 
to her ankles. A coiled braid of red hair hung down her back, protruding from 
beneath a black beret. Her stride was important and graceful, with a haughty 
air that dared anyone to approach her. The boots she wore were made of black 
leather, and were studded with silver. 

She came to a stop beneath a large oak tree that was beginning to push 
his ancient roots through the cement. She leaned casually against the gnarled 
trunk and waited. 

Her face was extremely pale, and young in appearance. Her large, liquid, 
green eyes stared far away at something in her mind. The fog around her was 
faintly luminescent in the light of a hidden moon. The light glittered off a silver 
chain which hung around her neck and against the wool turtle neck she was 
wearing. On the chain hung a Celtic knot with a large piece of polished hematite 
in the middle. 

Delicate, slender hands smoothed the black skirt she was wearing. A cuff 
bracelet encircled her wrist. It was silver with a crafted spider wed on it. 
From the bracelet hung a delicate chain which connected to a silver spider ring 
on her middle finger. Ever finger had a silver ring on it, each set with some 
kind of black stone. Both her ears were pierced eleven times. Each hole 
contained a small silver hoop. Her nose was pierced once and her right eyebrow 
twice. 

"Lydia," a voice called through the mist. 

__ "I await your touch," the girl called back at the dark suburban night. 

confined in a place as finite as an orb. The all of creation, all that uas is not. Crumbled in the path of nothingness was all I 
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A gloved hand snaked from around the oak and fixed itself on her 
shoulder. Lydia didn't flinch or move, but a shudder of delight seemed to ripple 
along her being. 

A man followed the hand around the tree trunk. He was young, though 
older than she. He appeared to be about twenty-seven or twenty-eight. He was 
dressed in a pair of torn jeans and a black tee-shirt with a leather jacket over 
it. His hair was straight and black, framing his face severely. Unlike the girl 
before him, he was unadorned with jewelry, though many things jingled on his 
coat. 

"Tonight?" Lydia asked, her voice low and filled with tremulous emotion. 

The man's face fell. "Why must you be so eager?" he frowned. 

"I want to know you," she hissed, touching his hair and his face. "I want 
you to know me." She took a step closer, pressing herself to him. "Make me 
like you. Make me yours." Raising herself to tiptoe she tried to kiss him, but 
suddenly he was gone. Lydia cast about frantically. "Evan!" she called, her 
voice nearly hysterical. 

"You do not want this," a voice said from behind her. She whirled and 
saw Evan seated on the lowest branch of the oak tree about twenty feet up. 

"Evan, I love you," she called. 

As swiftly as he'd gone, he was beside her again. He brought her into his 
arms and hugged her close, knocking her beret to the sidewalk. He buried his 
face in her neck. "Do not ask this of me," he whispered. 

"Love me, Evan," the girl pleaded. 

Evan pushed her back and looked at her with eyes filled with tears. ”1 
do love you,” he whispered. "Remember that." 

He was gone and Lydia was left alone under the oak. "Evan!" she 
screamed, strangling in her own tears. "Evan, don't leave me!" The plea trailed 
after his retreating figure as he dashed along the streets. 

"Did you dump the girl?" a young man asked Evan as they walked. 

"I didn't dump her,” Evan hissed, looking sharply at the man next to him. 

"You mean you're still with her?" 

"No," Evan sighed. "I let her go, but I did not dump her." 

"Why'd you do that?" the other man asked idly. He brushed a lock of hair 
from his eyes as they continued on. 

"I loved her too much to hurt her," Evan sighed. 

"But you didn't stay with her?" 

"No, Jack, I didn't. I couldn't watch her die a little every day," Evan 
growled. 

"Then why didn't you do it?" Jack asked. 

"I told you, I don't want to hurt her." 

"Does she know about us?" Jack asked. 

"No,” Evan said quickly. "I wouldn't tell her that." 

Jack eyed Evan for a moment and then shrugged. "I don't know about you 

held dear to me. Ny sanity was all I lost. The laughter is all I gained. Rain by Austin Rich Rain on a roof sounds like 
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sometimes, Evan. Sometimes I wonder if I was right to choose you." 

Evan looked at Jack's short brown hair and bedraggled appearances. 
"Sometimes I wonder the same thing," he murmured. 

Jack smiled. "But I know I chose right. You have way too much fun to 
hat it." 

Evan smiled weakly. 

"Oh come on,” Jack groaned. "Cheer up. Hey, I know. What time is it?" 
Evan looked around at the darkness. "One-thirty or so," he shrugged. 
Jack grinned. "Wanna get something to eat?" 

Evan smiled and looked up. "Cool." 


Jack opened the door to the bar and ushered Evan in. "I'll wait a couple 
of minutes. Keep your head down, bud." 

Evan nodded and went inside. He went immediately to an empty table in 
a shadowy corner of the bar to wait. 

A waitress came up to him and took his order for a Bloody Mary. He kept 
his head down and in doing so remained faceless to all those in the bar. She 
brought the drink to him, but he just sat there, stirring it restlessly. 

After several moments Jack entered the bar. He shot a quick look over at 
Evan and went to sit at the bar. 


Minutes later a roar erupted from two of the men at the bar. Evan got up 
and casually moved over to the juke box as two men near Jack proceeded to 
pound on each other. The bartender appeared and ordered them to leave. 
Neither responded. 

"Here. I'll help," Jack offered. "You!" he said, pointing at Evan after a 
cursory search of the room. "Come here. Gimme a hand." 


Evan strode purposefully over to the bar, keeping out of the light as much 
as possible. He grabbed one of the scuffling men by his shirt collar and with 
a strength that belied his wiry frame, pulled the man clear of the fight. Jack 
grabbed the other man and together they hauled them from the bar. 

In the street outside Jack threw the man he'd been pulling along to the 
pavement. He immediately descended on the man's back and smashed his face 


into the concrete. The man Evan still had hold of started to cry out. Evan cut 
the sound off with a swift movement of his hands. He effectively snapped the 
man's neck. 


Jack pulled his victim from the ground and started toward the alleyway 
which ran behind tne oar. "Hurry up, Evan. Don't let him get cold." 

Evan lugged the man quickly into the alleyway and propped him into a 
half-sitting position on the wall. Jack was holding the first man in an embrace, 
his face buried in the man's neck. Glancing in that direction, Evan felt the 
hunger take over. His canine teeth grew long and sharp and were subsequently 
plunged into the flesh of the man's neck. 

The warm wash of life filled Evan's mouth. He could feel the man's pulse 
and knew he hadn't comepletely killed him by snapping his neck. Good, he 

clouds, and possibly a frightening thunderstorm. A downpour of bullets is preceded by dark, hateful words to a fellow human, most 
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thought. Blood won't turn then. 

Evan sucked furiously at the nameless drunk's neck, feeling the warmth 
of his blood fill his being. The glorious rapture of the blood was everything 
until Jack tapped him on the shoulder. "Come on , Evan," he hissed. "We gotta 
blow." 

Evan pulled his mouth from the man's wound. "Yeah,” he agreed slowly. 
He stood up and dusted off his jeans. The world danced around him and he 
reached out to steady himself on Jack. 

"Way to pick sauced ones," Evan slurred. 

Jack giggled. "They're easier to piss off," he drawled as he threw an arm 
around Evan's shoulder. "Let's go man," he began, starting off toward the 
street. "It's getting close to time to crash.” 

Evan nodded and they staggered down the street together, leaving the two 
bodies behind them in the alley. 

Lydia closed the door of her apartment and stepped out into the cold 
night. She walked along the rusted urban street with none of her former grace 
or confidence. It had been three days since Evan had left her. Every night 
she'd gone to their meeting place and each night he'd never shown. 

Lydia trotted down the steps to the subway. She slid over the turnstile 
and went to await the next train. 

"Lydia," a voice hissed from the darkness. 

Lydia whirled, eyes searching the shadows. "Evan?" she asked hesitantly. 
"Evan, is that you?" She didn't think it was Evan. The warmth of Evan's 
presence was gone from this tunnel. It couldn't be him. 

"Lydia," the voice repeated. "Over here, Lydia." 

Lydia turned and watched Evan pull himself up out of the subway tracks. 
"Evan!" she exclaimed. "What are you doing?" 

"I've been following you, Lydia,” he explained as he walked toward her. 
"I've been thinking also, and I've realized what a fool I've been lately. I want 
you back with me." 

Evan was close enough to touch her now. "Does that mean..." Lydia's 
voice trailed off. 

Evan's hand came up and stroked her cheek tenderly. As he touched her 
he seemed to waver, his body almost growing fuzzy around the edges. "Does it 
mean what, love?" he asked gently. 

"Does that mean you're going to change me now?" Lydia asked, frowning. 
This is not Evan, she thought. 

"Of course I am,” the dark-haired man before her grinned. "Though you 
may not like it much." 

"No!” Lydia screamed and pushed off of Evan's chest. 

"Yes," he hissed, snatching a handful of her hair as she tried to flee. He 
jerked her back against him. The visage of Evan fell away to reveal a man 
Lydia had never seen before._ 

often because of something he did, or didn't do. And always, before the bullets pierce his flesh and rat-a-tat against the wall, there 
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-"Let me go!" she growled, trying to twist away. 

"Shut up,” he sneered. "He told you, did he? And you wanted it? Well, 
love, you'll get it. I promise you that." 

"Let go," Lydia repeated, her voice falling as she realized she could not 
break this "man's” grip. 

"That's not what you really want, though, is it, Lydia? I know what you 
want. I know, and I'm not sharing Evan, so I will give it to you,” the man said 
as he turned Lydia to face him. "You're not bad looking, you know. Evan 
always had a thing for freaks, though." 

"Who are you?" Lydia asked, desperate to distract him. 

"My name is Jack. 

Lydia froze. "But Evan always said you were his best friend. Evan 
adores you.” 

Jack laughed. "Well obviously he adores you more," he hissed through 
clenched teeth. As the last word exited his lips he jerked the first hoop from 
Lydia's ear. She screamed in startled agony. "He loves you more, Lydia. And 
I can't stand that." He jerked the second hoop out. "He defied me by telling 
you what he is." Another hoop and anguished howl was ripped from Lydia. "If 
he'd made you like us I could've understood," the fourth hoop, "but he let you 
go. You're mind now, Lydia. Mine. Do not forget that. Do not." 

Jack kept on pulling the hoops from her left ear, and then started on the 
right. He reached for the one in her nose, but she screamed louder and covered 
her nose with her hands. 

"Take it out then," he snarled. 

With shaking hands she removed the hoop from her nose and then the two 
from her eyebrow. She brushed at her neck, wiping at the steady stream of 
blood her shredded ears were spilling forth. 

Jack grinned at her. With one hand he grabbed her chin and twisted her 
head to one side. Lydia felt his tongue slide along her neck and then her ear. 

"Please, Jack, please stop," she mewled. 

"Hush, Lydia, I'm giving you what you really want, aren't I? I'm making 
you mine," Jack hissed in Evan's voice. 

"Evan," Lydia sobbed. "Evan, not you." 

"Hush," Jack whispered just before he pushed the razor sharp points of 
his fangs deep into her neck. 

Lydia's cry echoes down the tunnel. The pain in her neck coursed down 
every blood vessel in her body until her being was only a fiery net of rapturous 
agony. Her body rocked against Jack's and she moaned with a stragne ecstasy. 

Jack let her go suddenly and her limp body fell to the ground. Jack 
pulled a knife from his pocket and slit his wrist. Squatting down he tilted her 
head up and dripped blood into her mouth. Lydia's eyes fluttered and her 
hands came up off the dirty tile and clutched at Jack's arm, pushing it viciously 
into her mouth. 

Jack jerked it back and stood up. He licked his wrist and then wrapped 

is that flash of lightning that you see, before you die. After the rain, everything looks fine. After the bullets, and the body is 
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it tightly with the scarf he had around her neck. "Get up," he growled. J 

Lydia stood up shakily and swayed. Jack placed his hand on her shoulder 
to steady her. She turned and clung to him. Jack looked down at her, startled. 

"Change your mind?" he asked dryly. 

Lydia shuddered. "I hate you," she hissed. "Someday I will kill you." 

Jack laughed loudly and then kissed her hard on the mouth. She returned 
the kiss, but seemed to writhe within herself for doing so. "Come on,” Jack 
smirked as he let her go. "We need to get you something to eat. You'll not last 
long on what you've got." 

Lydia shuddered violently again, but nodded. Jack led her to the stairs 
and the street above. 

Evan hunched deeper into his coat as he moved along the street towards 
the apartment he and Jack shared. It was getting close to daylight and Evan 
was anxious to get inside. He started up the stairs inside the building. He 
hadn't fed that night and he was hungry. Instead, for the first time since he'd 
broken Lydia's heart three days ago he'd waited at their meeting place for her. 
She hadn't showed up. "Not that I expect her to wait on me for the rest of my 
life," he muttered, his face twisting into a sour smile. 

He pulled his keys from his pocket as he reached the door of his dwelling. 

He opened it. Across the room Jack was seated in an armchair. Lydia was 
crouched at his feet, her head bowed so that her hair screened her face from 
view. 

"Lydia?" Evan exclaimed as he stepped into the room. 

"Evan, I'm sorr—," Lydia began, but was cut off when Jack placed his 
hand on her head. 

"Hush now," Jack whispered. "Well hello, Evan. Look what I've brought 
to stay with us." 

"Jack, what did you do?” Evan asked, his voice gravelly with horror. 

"Only what she wanted me to,” Jack answered. "Stand up, Lydia. Show 
Evan who you are now; show Evan who you belong to." 

Lydia stood up slowly, keeping her head down. 

"What did you do to her?" Evan growled, anger rising in his voice. 

"Show him, dear," Jack prodded. "Show him what I've made you." 

Lydia looked up at Evan, her eyes shining and cold. Evan gasped. Her 
skin was of unearthly pallor, to the point of being vaguely translucent. Her 
eyes seemed to glow with their own luminescence. The scalloped edges of her 
torn ears poked from her hair. They were scarred and white, having healed 
quickly like all vampire's wounds. 

The points of two familiarly deadly canine teeth protruded from under her 
top lip. 

"Jack, how...why...oh Lydia,” Evan started, as he moved toward her, arms 
outstretched. 

_Lydia turned away from him and settled into Jack's lap. Evan stopped, his 

gone, everything looks fine. Uniaal Cookies by Austin Rich I saw a man spit one day and the only think I could think of 
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expression confused and broken. 

"Shut the door, Evan," Jack ordered. "I think we need to talk." 

Evan complied, his actions numb and blundering. When the door was shut 
and locked he stood in the middle of the room as if lost. 

"Have a seat, Evan," Jack offered. "This is your house also." 

Evan plopped onto the couch, shaking his head. He looked up at Lydia 
and felt a wave of nausea as Jack stroked her hair. Jack saw Evan's expression 
and smiled wickedly. He let his hand fall down Lydia's arm, make sure his 
fingers traced the outside curve of her breast. 

"Stop it!" Evan howled, standing. 

Lydia flinched away from Evan, but her face was blank and she only 
stared at the floor. Jack laughed. "Go to my bedroom, love," he murmured to 
Lydia. "Get some rest." 

Lydia stood and walked past Evan, brushing him lightly as she went. He 
turned almost convulsively, his hand outstretched to catch her. She whirled, her 
eyes dangerous. 

"Do not," she said simply, and then continued to Jack's room. 

Evan watched her go, tears of blood building in his eyes. 

"Please sit," Jack offered to Evan's back. 

Evan turned and glared at Jack with a hate so fierce Jack flinched. 

"Evan, sit," Jack repeated, his voice sad. 

"I don't think so," Evan said, his eyes measuring Jack from where he 

stood. 

"Fine," Jack sighed. "I suppose you have questions to ask?" 

Evan shook his head. "The answered don't matter. Why did you do this?" 

"Poor Evan. You contradict yourself," Jack mused. "I did it because I 
wished to." 

"But why?" Evan cried. 

"I am old, Evan," Jack began. "Older than you'd believe. I played at 
being your age because it amused me. Than I found you. Someone who I 
thought I could stand to spend at least part of this dreadful eternity with. I 
made you this," he said gesturing at Evan, "because I loved you. And you set 
out to leave me. You loved her more. I couldn't let you have her, Evan. I took 
her instead. I made her suffer because I hated her. She's empty now. There 
is nothing there that I do not wish to be there. She needs me now. She won't 
leave me, so you're free to. But you won't either simply because you love her 
too much to abandon her to me." 

Evan shook his head. "You make no sense. I left her. I wasn't going to 
see her any more." 

"Liar!" Jack howled, jumping to his feet. "Where did you go tonight, but 
to meet her at your special place? I should kill you for betraying me, and you 
dare to lie to me?" 

Evan seethed with hate. "I'll kill you, you bastard!" 

Jack laughed and launched himself at Evan's throat. Evan wrestled him 

was a large S Brown furry Camel. He said, “Nice Weather," and as I looked at the very dark clouds of the day I thought, "Large 
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away and threw him across the room. Jack got up and started back at Evan. 
This time he managed to sink his fingers into Evan's throat, ripping and tearing. 
Evan collapsed backward, gasping a gurgle of blood and laughter. 

"What time is it. Jack?" he asked, choking. Jack started and look to the 
window. Sun spilled in profusion through it. 

Evan screamed first, as the agony of his second death ripped through him. 

"Lydia!" he howled desperately. Jack toppled to the floor, smoking and dead. 
Evan followed him into the silence of hell. 

Lydia's head snapped up. She was lying in Jack's bedroom which was 
sealed against sunlight. The digital clock next to his bed proclaimed it to be 
8:00 p.m. 

Lydia sat up and looked around. Neither of them was in the room. She 
stood and walked to the door. She listened for a moment and then stepped out. 

She noted with a distant shock the two once-human husks on the floor. 
"Evan," she murmured softly. She found no sadness in his death. In fact she 
felt nothing at all but a yearning hunger. 

Lydia plucked Evan's jacket from the ashy carnage and slipped it on. She 
opened the door and disappeared into a night that now whispered of death and 
blood to her. A night which promised to be her mother and protector. A night 
which promised to love her. 



S Brownish pink furry rabbit." When I could come up with an answer the pink rabbit melting in the sky was all that was in my mind 
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and so I asked him if he could see it. He told me I was fucking insane and I never used that drug Again. 
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The pretty little rain fell down on my window as I thought to myself that I need to clean my window. And it fell and fell 
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Mystery and Death! (or Hr. Fuzzy Huzzy Visits the Zoo.) 


£ 


It uas a bright and sunny day. All of a sudden, it m a dark and stormy night. A gun uas fired and the cat screamed. 
Lightning flashed, illuminating the dark castle. Suddenly, the lights came on. At the foot of the stairs lay the dead body of the 
maid. 

A man entered the room. He was wearing a long dark grey overcoat with plaid bright and green stripes running down one side 
of one sleeve. He looked like he had just got out of an immensely important meeting, for his thick jet black hair was slicked back 
with so much mousse that you could drop an ICBN on his head and the gel would protect him from feeling it and his moustache was neatly 
trimmed. His shirt read, 'DTAN‘ above a picture of a hand holding the earth and he was holding a magnifying glass in one palm while 
concealing a Twizzler in the other. He held out a police badge. "I am Imspector Greigh Poupon," he said, his voice coming out as 
a squeaky little voice, which was odd, considering he stood over seven feet tall and was built like a pizza delivery truck. "I have 
come to inspect the corpse. Now, did anyone see what happened?" 

"She was murdered," a voice from nowhere replied to no one in particular while nobody eavesdropped and no one tapped into 
the phone lines and got a sandwich from not a soul. 

Inspector Poupon leaned over the dead body. He found the face, usually turquoise, was a pale shade of white and her green 
spiked hair was hanging limply at her side. If she were alive, she'd never let it look that way. Then he noticed a small locket 
around her neck. Opening it, he suddenly knew how she had died. 

"I have deduced, due to my excellent deduction skills, (and the small insignificant piece of paper in her locket that said, 
"I died of rat poisoning.") how she died. It was rat poison that did her in. The bread she ate was contaminated." 

All heads turned towards the wall, which would be kind of dumb except one of the pseudo oak panels on the southern wall slid 
away, revealing the dark void beyond. A man entered through the passage. His suit, bow tie, and beret showed his high rank in the 
household. It was the butler. 

He entered the room through the not-so-secret-anymore passage. In his hands was the remains of a dead rodent. "Easier said 
than done," he answered, but since no one had asked anything, he checked his lines, cursed himself for coming in too early, and left 
the room. 

Continuing on, 6reigh Poupon said, "Now, if we can only find the loaf..." 

All heads turned towards the wall again. The Pseudo-oak panel slid away for the second time, revealing the dark void again. 
The butler entered again, checking his lines once more to be sure, and said, "Easier said than done. The loaf she had been nibbling 
on was eaten by this rat." 

He pulled a white wrapped package out of his coat pocket and began to unwrap it. Inside the package lay the dead body of 
the rat. In its tiny paws was a black lily. In the corner of the box there were four other rats, one of them its mother her face 
covered with a veil she was weeping terribly while another was trying to console her one was a preacher giving a sermon on the deceased 
one the caretaker he was grinning happily he was thinking of how much he was going to make off this funeral maybe enough to retire 
and go to Reno where he could become a millionaire and buy a really really reallyreallyreallyreallyreallyreallyreallyreally big house 
in the country maybe he thought I can buy a small piece of land say Frane— MWAH! I think I'm getting off the subject here. 

Anyuayi, back to the story. The butler said, "I found this poor guy next to the cook." 

"Isn't the cook afraid of rats, though?" Greigh Poupon asked. 

"She was, but not any more." 

"Why not?" 

"Somebody shot, stabbed, and hung her during the blackout." 

"Oh," the detective replied, "Well, at least we still have this poor little fella." He pointed to the dead rat, but no one 
could see what he did, for at that moment the lights went out and the room was enveloped in total darkness. 

Confusion and pandemonium followed, with a tinge of fear in the air, and sprinkle lightly with Tabasco sauce. Stir until 
lightly brown. Serves four. Oops! Sorry, urong page. _ 
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do anything about it because all I can think of is that it sounds like the rain doesn't particularly like to fall on~my window. 
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When the lights went back on, everyone gasped. The rodent, the butler, the inspector, and the cue card nan were gone, hot 
a soul was in the room, along with the cat, the camera man, and the live studio audience, who, incidentlly, only gasped because the 
sign told them to, but who cares about them? I don't. 

Inspector Poupon stumbled into the room. His overcoat was stained with blood and mustard from the.hot dog stand he stopped 
by on his way back. "I chased someone into the secret passage during the blackout after I heard the butler's muffled cry. As I was 

running along, I realized I had no idea where I was going. The point really drove home, though, when I ran into the brick wall. As 

I was turning around to go back, I felt a cold hand drape over my shoulder. When the lights turned back on, I found the bellboy at 

my feet. As I looked at the hand on my shoulder, I realized it was one of those practical jokes. Don't you just hate them?" He 

paused here for effect, and then continued, "Upon examining the body of the bellboy, I found he had been hit over the head with 
something heavy. This was the final clue I needed. I know who the murderer is and how they did it." 

Just then a woman entered the room. She was wearing a long black dress, eating Cheetos, and was walking with a noticeable 
limp. "I know who commited these murders," she said. 

fireigh Poupon stepped in. "I was about to tell them, Hiss Billy Joe Bob. Or should I say, Hr. Farmer Schwartz?" 

As he said this, he walked up to the lady, grabbed hold of her by the nostrils, and pulled. 

Hov, some of you are probably saying, "Bee, that's mean," uhile others of you are probably saying, "Ouch," and a feu of you 
are probably saying, "That sounds reasonably normal to me." I am hoping the ones uho said the last ones are already in a mental 
institution for the criminally insane. But for the others of you, this uill all be explained in a later chapter. I uill probably 
get around to uriting it in the next century or so. 

For any of yon uho can't unit to find out vhodunnit, just send $14.IS (check or money order acceptable) to HJ.O.O. 
publications today. Call nou. Operators are standing (or sitting in a boul of spinach jello) by, just to bear from you! Tey're so 
excited they can's even eat or sleep! Just call or urite today. 

The f is 1-8BB-CALL-HAHD and the address is 

HAND Publications 

77722 Dugan Road 

Cottage Drove, Or. 97424 

Tell them that Frank T. Schuartz sent you and get a free, one of a kind MM! bookmark for only 75 cents! Order 
tuo and get the second one for half price (371/2 cents)! limit 2 
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C ATHEAD 

do what it has to do. But why? Why must the rain fail and why must I not call? And why can't I not see you when all I want to do 

is hold and kiss and hug and show my love? Drip, Drip, Drip, Drop, plop, plop. 
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